The Doetor’s §ilemma

By Hesba Stretton

CHAPTER XXL

T went out late in the evening to ques-
tion each of the cmoibus drivers, but
in vain. Whether they were too husy
to give se proper atteition, or 100 anx-
fous to join the stir and mirth of the
townspoople, they all declared they knew
pothing of any Englishwoman. As | re
turned dejectedly to my ion, 1 heird a
lamentable volce, evidently English, be-
moaning In doubtful French, The omui-
bus from Falaise bad just come in, and
under the lamp in the entrance of the
archway stood a lady befors my hostess,
who was volubly nswerting that there
was no room left in her hoose. [ hasten-
ed to the asslstance of my counirywom-
un, and the light of the lamp falling up-
ot her face revealed to me who she wWis,

“Mrs, Foster!” 1 exclaimed, almost
shouting her pame in my umninhm'.m.
She looked ready to faint with fatigue
and dismay, and she laid her hand heav-
ily on my arm, as if to save herself from
slaking to the ground.

“Have you found her?' she asked, in-
voluntarily.

“Not a trace of her,” 1 answered.

Mrs. Foster broke into an hysterical
laugh, which was very gquickly followed
by sobs, I had no great dificulty in per-
suading the landiady to fnd some accoms-
modation for her, and then 1 retired to
H]F owhn room to tarn aver 1}1!' L“!T‘ﬂurlii‘
pary meeting which had becn the last
incident of the day.

It required very lttle Keenness to come
to the conclusion that the Fosters had
obtained their information concerning
Miss Elien Martineau where we had got
ours, from Mrs. Wilkinson; also that Mrs,
Foster had lost no time in following up
the clue, tor she was only twenty-foar
hours behind me. 8he had looked thor
oughly sstonished and dismayed when
ghe saw me there; so she bad had no
{dea that 1 was on the same track, But
nothing could be more convinting than
this journey of hers that neither she nor
Foster really believed in Olivia's death.
That was as clear as day. But what ex-
planation could I give to myself of those
letters, of Olivia's above all? Was [
possible that she had caused them to be
written, and sent to her husband? I
could not even admit such a question,
without a sharp sense of disappointment
In her.

I saw Mrs. Foster early in the morn-
fng, somewhat us u truce-bearer may meot
another on neutral ground, She was
grateful to me for my interposition in her
behalf the night before: and as 1 koew
Ellen Martinean to be safely ont of the
way. | was inclined to be tolerant to-
wards her. 1 assured her, upon my hon-
or, that 1 had failed In discovering nny
trace of Qlivin in Noireau, and I rod
her all I bud learned about the banik-
ruptey of Monsienr Perrier, and the scat-
tering of the school.

“But why ghould yon undertake such a
chasa?' 1 asked; it yon and Foster are
satisfied that Olivia is dead, why should
you be running after Ellen Martineau?
You show me the papers which seem to
prove her death, and now 1 fod you in
this remote puart of Normandy, evidentiy
o pursuit of her, What does this mean?"

“You are doing the same thing your-
self,"” she answered,

“Yes," 1 replied, “because 1 am not
satisfied. Bat yon have proved yoor
conviction by becowing Richard Fosier's
second wife”

“That is the wvery point,” she said,
ghedding A few tears; “as soon as ever
Mrs. Wikinson described Ellen Marii-
nean to me, when sht was talking about
her wisitor who had come to inguire af-
ter her, 1 grew quite frightencd lest he
should ever be charged with marryiog
me whilst she was alive. Bo [ persand-
e¢d bim to let we eome here nnd mnke
sure of it, though the jourpney costs a
great deal, and we have very little
money to spare. We did not know wha:
tricks Olivie might do, and it made me
very miserable to think she might be still
alive, and 1 in her place.”

I could not but acknowledge to myself
that there was some reason in Mrs. Fose
ter's statement of the cose.

*“There is not the slightest chanee of
your finding her,” 1T remarked,

H1sn't there?' she asked, with sn evil
gleam in her eyes, which T just caught
before she Lid ber face again in her hand-
kerchief.

“At uny rate,” 1 snid, “yon would have
no power aver her if yon found her. You
could not take her back with yon by
force. I do not kmow how the French
laws would regard Foster's authority, but
you ean have none whatever, and bhe is
quite unfit to take this long journdy to
claim her. Really 1 do not see what you
can do; and 1 should thisk your wiskest
plun would be to go.back and take care
of him, leaving her alone. 1 am here to
proteet her, and 1 shall stay until 1 geo
you fairly ont of the place.”

I kept no very strict wateh over her
during the day, for I felt sure she would
find no trace of Olivin in Noiresn, At
night 1 saw ber again, She was worn
out and despondent, and declared her-
self quite ready to return to Faldaise by
the omuibus at five o'clock in the morn-
ing. + I saw her off, and gave the driver
a fee to bring me word for what town she

 tonk her ticket at the railway station.
When he returnod in the evening he told
me he had himself bought her one for
Honfleur, and started ber fairly on her
way home.

As for myself T had spent the day In
making inquiries at the ofMces of the local
custom houses which stand at every en-
trance into o town or village in France,
for the gatheriog of trifling, vexatlous
taxes upon artieles of food and merchan-
dise. At one of these I had learned that,
three or four weeks ago a young BEng-
lishwoman with a little girl had passed
by on foot, each carrying a small bundle,
which had not been examined, It was
on the road to Granville, which was be-
tween thirty and forty miles nway, From
Granville. was the nearest route to the
Channel Islands. Was it not possible
that Olivin had resolved to seek refuge
there agaln? Perbaps to seek me! My
heart, bowed down by the sad picture of
her and the little child leaving the town
on foot, beat high agaln at the thought
of Olivia in Guernsey,

At Granville | learned that a young
lady and g child had made the voyage to
Jersey u short thme before, and 1 went
nn with stroasger hope. Buat in Jersey
I vould obtain mo rMarther nformation
about her; npor in Guernsey, whither 1
felt sure Olivia would ecertainly have pro-
ceded. 1 took one day more to cross
over to Bark, and consult Tardit; but he
knew no more than [ did, He absosutely
refused to believe that Olivia was dead.

“In August,” he said, “1 shall hear
from her. Take courage and comiort,
Bhe promised it, and she will keep her
promise. If she had known herself to
be dying she would certainly have sént
me word."

“1t is a long time to wait," I sald, with
an utter sinking of spiriL.

“It is & long time to wait!" he echoed,
lifting up his hands, and letting them
full ngain with a gestare of wWesr.ness;
“but we must wait and hope.”

To walt in tmpaticnee, and to hope at
times, und despair at times, I returned
to Loudon.

CHAPTER XXIIL

One of my first proceedings, after my
returii, was to sscertaln how the HEng-
lish law stood with cegard to Olivia's
position. Fortunately for me, one of Dr.,
Senlor's oldest friends was a lawyer of
great repute, and he discussed the ques-
tion with me after a dinner at his house
at Fulham.

*“There seems to be no proof of any kind
agninst the husband,” he said, after [
had cold Bim all,

“Why!" 1 exclaimed, “here you have a
girl, brought uwp In loxury and wealth,
willing to brave any poverty rather than
continue to live with him.”

“A girl's whim,” he said.

“Then Foster could compel her to re-
turn to him?' 1 asked,

“As far as I see into the ease, he cer-
tainly “could,” was the auswer, which
drove me frantic,

“But there is this second marriage,” 1
objected,

“Pheve lies the kernel of the ease,” he
anid. “You tell me there are papers,
which you believe to be forgeries, pur-
porting to be the medieal certificate with
corroborative proof of her death. Now,
It the wife be guilty of framiog these,
the husband will bring them against her
as the grounds on which he felt free to
contract his second marriage. Bhe has
done a very foolish and a very wicked
thing there.”

“You think she did it?" [ asked.

He smiled significantly, but witheut
saying anything.

“Bat what can be done now?"' 1 asked,

“All you ean do'" he answered, “iz to
establish your influence over this fellow
and go cautiously to work with him. As
long as the lady is in France, it she be
wlive, and he is too lll to go after her, she
is mafe, You may convinee him by de-
grees that it is to his interest to come to
some terms with her. A formal deed of
separntion might_ be agreed upon, and
drawn up; but even that will not perfect-
Iy secure her in the future,”

I was compelled to remain satisfied
with this opinion. Yet how could 1 be
satisfied, whilst Olivia, if she was still
living, was wandering about homeless,
and, as [ feared, destitute, in a foreign
conotry ?

I made my first enll opon Foster the
next eveniug. Mres, Foster had been to
Brook strest every day since her re-
turn, to inguire for me, and to leave an
urgent message that 1 should go to Bell-
ringer street as soon as | was again in
town, The lodging house looked almost
as wretched as the forsaken dwellng
down at Noireau, where Olivia had per-
hups been living: atd the stitling, musty
air inside 0t alwost made me grep for
hreath,

“So you are come back!" was Foster's
greeting, as 1 entered the dingy room.

“Yes," 1 replied,

“1 meeld not asik what success: you've
had,” he said, sneering.  ** *Why so pale
pnid wan, fond lover?  Your trip has not
agreed with you, that is plain ¢nough.
It did not agree with Carry, either, for
ghe came back swearing she would never
2o on sueh a wildsgoose chase again, You
know | was quite opposed to her going?*

“Na,” 1 said incredulously. The din-
mond ring had dissppeared from his fin-
gor, amd it was easy (0 guess how the
tunds hud been raised for the journey,

“Altogether opposed,” he repeated. I
balieve Olivin is dead, 1 am quite syes
she has never been ander this coof with
me, as Miss Ellen Martinean hus been,
I should have known it us surely as ever
a tiger scented its prey. Do you suppose
I have no sense keen enough to tell me
she was in the very house where | was "

“Nonsense!" 1 answered. His eyes glis-
tened cruelly, and made we almost ready
to spring upon him. 1 could have seiged
him by the throat and shaken him to
death, in my sudden passion of loathing
agalnst him; but 1 sat quiet, and ejacu-
lated “Nonsense!” Such power has the
spirit of the nineteenth century among
civilized ¢lnnses,

“Olivin is dead,” he said, in a solemn
tone. “lI am convinced of that from
another reason; through all the misery
of our warriage, I never konew her guilty
of an untrath, not the smallest. 8She was
as true as the gospel. Do you think
you or Carry conld make me believe that
she would trifie with such an awfal sub-
jeet as her own death? No. 1 would
take my oath that Olivia would npever
have had that letter sent, or written to
me those few lines of farewell, but to
let me know that she was dead.”

There was no doubt whatever that he
was suffering from the same disense as
that which had been the death of my
mother—n disense almost iuvariably fa-
tal, sooner or later, A few cusés of cure,
under most favorable circurstances, had
been réported during the last half cen-
tury; bot the chances were dead against
Foster's recovery. In all probability, a
long and painful illness, terminating in
inevitable death, lay before him. In the
opinion of my two senior physicians, all
that I could do wonid be to allevinte
worst panga of it

His case haunted me day
In that deep undercurrent of
ness which lurks beneath eep
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seasations and Impressions, there was of-
wars present the image of Foster, with
his pale, cynieal face and pitiless eyes.
With this was the perpetual remem-
brance that a subtle malady, beyond the
reach of our skill, was slowly eatimy away
his lite, The man | abhorred; but the
sufferer, mysterfously linked with the
memories which clung nbout my mother,
aroused my most urgent, instinctive com-
passion. Only once before bad [ watched
the contlict between disease and its rem-
edy, with so intense un intercst,

It was & day or two after a consulta-
tion that I came accidentally upon the
lttle note book which 1 had kept In
Guernsey—a private note book, accessi-
ble only to myself., It was vight; Jack,
as usual, was gone out, and | was'alone.
I turned over the leaves merely for list-
less want of occupation, All at once 1
came upon an entry, made In connection
with my mother's illness, which recalled
to me the discovery 1 believed 'I had
made of 4 remeds for her diseass, had it
only been appiled ig its earlier stages.
It had slippad ont of my mind, but now
my memory leaped upon it with irresisti-
blt force.

I must tell the whole truth, however
terrible and humiliating it way be.
Whether I had been true or false to my-

_welf up to that moment [ cannot say. 1

ken apon myselt the care and, If
wihe curevof this man, who was
my enemy, it 1 Bhd an enemy In the
waorld, His life and mige could not run
parallel without great griefund hurt to
me, and to one dearer than mys€lr. Now,
that a better chance was thrast upon me

had
p

in his favor, I shrunk from seizing it with,

unutterable reluctance, 1 turned heart-
sick at the thought of it.

Yes, I wished him to dle. Cotficience
flushed the goswer across the loner
depths of my soul, us n glare of lightuing
over the sharp erags and cruel waves of
our island in n midnight storm. 1 =aw
with terrible distinctness that thore had
been lurking within a sure sense of satis-
feetion in the certainty that he must die.
I took up wy note book, and went nway
to my room, lest Jack should come in sud-
denly and read my secret on my face, I
thrust the book into a drawer in my
desk, and locked it away, out of my
sight.

It seemed cruel that this power should
come to me from my mother's death, If
she were living still, or if she had dled
from any other cause, the discovery of
this remedy would never hnve been made
by me. And I ¥as to take It as a wort
of miraculons gift, purchased by her
pangs, and bestow it upon the oniy man
I hated. For I hated bhim; | said so to
myself.

But it could not rest at that. I fought
n battle with myself all through the quiet
night, motionless and in silence, lest Jack
should become nware that I was not
sleeping. Iow should I ever face him,
or grasp hix hearty hand again, with such
A secret weight upon my soul? Yet how
could I resolve to save Foster at the cost
of dooming Olivia to a litelong bondage
should he discover where she was, or to
litelong poverty should she remain con-
cealed? I1f 1 were only sure that she
was alive! It was for her sake merely
that T hesitnted.

The morning dawned before T could de-
eide. The decision, when made, brought
no feeling of relief or triumph to me.
As soon as it was probable that Dr.
Senjor could see me, | was at his house
at Fulham; and in rapid, almost incoher-
ent words lald what I believed to be my
important discovery before him, He sat
thinking for some thwe, ronniog over In
his own mind such cases as had come
under his own observation, Aflter a
while a glenm of pleasure passed over
his face, nnd his eyes brightened ns he
looked at me.

"I congratulate you, Martin," he said.
“though 1 wish Jack had hit wpon this.
I believe it will prdve a real benefit to
our wcience. Let me turn it over a little
longer, and comnsult some of my col-
lengues about it. But | think you are
right. You are about to try it on poor
Foster?’ i 3

“Yes,”" I nnswered, with a chilly sensa-
tion in my veins,

“It can do him no harm,” he said, “and
in my opinion it will prolong his life to
old age, it he is earefol of himself, I
will write n paper on the subject for the
Lancet, it you will allow me.”

“With all my heart,” I sald sadiy.

The old physician regarded me for a
minute with his keen eyes, which had
lpoked through the window of discase
lnto wany o buman soul, [ shrank from
the seruting, but 1 need not have done
wo, e grasped my hund firmnly and
closely. "

“God bless you, Martin!" be said, “God
bless youl!"

I went straight from Fulham to Bell-
ringer street. A healthy impulse to fol-
fill all my duty, however difficult, was in
its first fervid moment of action, Nev-
ertheless there was n sabtle hope within
me founded upon one chance that was
left—it was just possible that Foster
might refuse to be made the subject of
an experiment; for an experiment it was.

I sat down beside him, and told him
what [ believed to be his chance of life;
not concealing from him that I proposed
to try, if he gave his consent, n mode of
treatment which had never been practic-
ed before. His eye, keen and sharp &s
that of a Iynx, seemed to read my
thoughts as Dr, Senlor’s had done.

“Martin Dobree,” he said, in a voice so
different from his ordinary caustic tome
that it almost startled me, “I can trust
you. I put myself with lmplicit confi-
dence into your hands."

The last chance—dare I say the last
hope *~was gone. I stood pledged on my
honor na a physician, to employ this dis-
covery, which had been laid open to me
by my mother’s fatal illoess, for the ben-
efit of the man whose Hfe was ‘most
harmtul to Olivin and myself, 1 fele
suffocated, stifled. 1 opened the win-
dow for s minute or two, and leaned
through it to cateh the fresh breath of
the outer air, :

I must tell you," I said, when T deow
my head in again, “that you must not
expéct to regain your health and strength
g0 completely as to be able to return to
your old dissipations, But if you are
careful of yourselt you may live to sixty
or seventy."”

“Life at any price!” he answered.

“There would be more chance for you
now,” I aald, “if you could have better
air than this.”

“How cun 17" he asked,

“Be frank with me,” I answered, “and
tell me what your means are.

ftselt to me; yet T may die like u dog tn '
this hole for the want of it. My death
will lie at Olivia's door, curse her!”

o He tell back upon his pillows, with a
vgrogn as heavy aud deep as ever came
from the heart of a wreteh perishing from |
sheer want. | could not choose but feel |
some pity for him; but this was an op-
portunity 1 must not miss.

““y Is of no use to curse her,” 1 aaid;
“come, Foster, let us talk over this mar
ter quietly and reasomably. If Olivia be
alive, as [ cannot help hoping she is,
your wisest eourse would be to come to
some mutual agreement, which would
release you both from your present difi-
calties; for you must recollect she is as
penniless as yourself. Let me speak to
you as if I were her brother. Of this
one thing you may be quite certain, she
will never consent to return to you; and
in that T will aid her to the utmost of wy
power. Bat there is no reason why you
should not have a good share of the prop-
erty, which she would gladly reliaquish
ou condition that you left her alone."”

(To be continued.)

TRADE IN LATIN AMERICAS.

Why the United States ) oes Not Se-
cure lin Share Therool,

AMinister Loowmis maluiains that the
United States does not bave, In any
part of Latin Auwerica, the shure of
trade which Its productivity and prox-
imity entitle it to. The Germauns, the
English, the French and even the Spau-
1sh exhibit a higher degree of commer-
clal intelligence than we do In dealing
with the Latlo Americans.

Our merchants and wanufacturers
are loath to understand that in order to
succeed In Centrial or South Amerlea
they must econform te the business
methods to which centurles of usage
bave given the force and prestige of
national customs, If we want w do
business with the South Americans we
must, in a large measure, do business
In thelr way, and not-try to force bur
methods upon them, though we may be
convineed that our manner of conduet-
Ing commercial affairs s superior to
theirs,

The Latin-Ameriean merchant 1s ac-
customed to long credit. Six months
is the usual period, but sometimes It is
a year. He will pay, but he must have
time in which to pay, for it is the cus-
tom of the South Amerlean trader to
be a banker as well as n merchant,
and he has to make large advances in
woney and supplies to the owners of
coffee and other plantations to enable
them to pay thelr laborers, and the
merchant does not expect repayment
until the coffee crop Is harvesced and
sold, once a year. Bo It will be seén
that long time In making his own pay-
wents is essontinl to him,

The Eunropean merchants and manu-
facturers understand this, and arrange
to give the South Amerlcan merchant
ample thme In which to meet his obli-
gatlons. The Europeans make a care-
ful, comprehensive systemntie study of
the conditlons and necessities of the
Latin-American market, and then set
to work in an intelligent way to meet
and satisfy those conditions and needs,
—Buceess,

Theg Salad Had Preforence,

American social leaders are more In-
terested [n the Kalser of Germany thin
they ever were In any crowned head,
outside of the English rulers. Probably
it ls bechuse the Kalser I8 fond of
Amerleans, and shows as keen a de-
slre ns his uncle, the King of England,
to meet charming Amerleans and talk
to them. In Berlin and Homburg he
bas met many of the rich socinl set of
America and they are loud in thelr
praise of the Emperor,

He s described as having the most
fascinating personailty In Eucope to-
day. It is sald of him that he has that
great quality swhich made the wife of
President Cleveland one of the most
notable women who ever presided ar
the ‘White House. That is, the gift of
making a visitor or audltor think that
he Is the one person in the world whom
the great one desires to meet, y

A woman, who I8 of high soelal dis-
tinetion in Amerlen, was presented to
the Kalser at gome dinner that was not
attended with royal state. She was
talking to him when she was offered
a famous German salad. 1t was hand-
ed on her right and the Kaiser was on
her left, which put ber in a predica-
ment.

8he did not dare turn lier face from
the Emperor to help herself to the sal-
ad. The situntion was too much for
her. The Emperor, seeing the condition
at a glance, looked at ber for an Instant
and lnughed, as be said: “A Kalger
can walt, but a salad cannot.”"—Phila-
delphia Post.

Vegetables Will Become Valuable.

Two Melbourneites clnim to have dis-
coverad a new motive power, “lighter
than air, more powerful than dynamite,
very simple and nominal in cost." By-
ronite (named after one of the Invent-
ors( is a fine powder alleged to be mada
from cheap vegetables, and generates,
it Is sald, when specially treated, a gas
which supplies the actual motive pow-
er.—Sydney Bulletin,

Blisters by Suggestion.
Hypnotic suggestion enables ns to
control processes which are ordinarily

beyond the reach of the will. For in-|

stance, blisters have been produced in
highly sensitive subjects by simply
touching the part with the finger or
some Inert substance and suggesting
the presence of a strong Irritant.—Jour
nal of Physical Therapeutics.

Molly—My little sister’s got measles.

Jimmle—0Oh, so has mine,

Molly—Well, I'll bet you my little
sister’s got more measles than yours
has—~London Tit-Blts.

You can always tell a nleem by |,
the manner in which she uses the tele- |,

mhm._,

NT FOR :
INGENIOUS |Nsmuni|£ T NG SOIL DXPERI

The divislon of solls of the United
Btates Department of Agriculture bas
Just described a new Instrument now
fn use for Investigating the properties
of solls, This l& a great time and labor-
saving apparatus, giving accurate and
rellnble results, which otherwise would
require months to obtaln,

The physieal properties of solls are
recognized by plant physiologists to be
of the greatest Importance In plant
economy. Even in the consideration of
climatie conditlons It 18 now generally
considered that for most plants the con-
ditlons of the soll hold squal rank with
atmospherie conditions. A high tem-
perature In the soll under favorable
conditions promotes extensive root de-
velopment; a high atmospheric temper-
ature under equally favorable condl-
tions favors a heavy growth of folinge.
A deficlency In water of either alr or
soll Is attended with distress.

The new apparatus as devised by the
division of soll Is an electric affair. It
registers a half-dozen or more various
soll properties, This method depends
upon the principle that the resistance
offered to the passage of an elecirle
current from one earbon plate to an-
other burled In the soll depends upon
the amount of moisture present be-
tween the carbon plates or electrodes,
This resistnnce is measured.

The 1llustratlon shows the Instroment
ns used in the field, with the earbon
electrodes and temperature cells  In
place, The carbon electrodes and tem-
perature cells may be burled in the sofl
at the beginning of the season and re-

A
matn undisturbed throughout the yeas
The melstare record obtained cop
quently deals with the urllt!on
molsture contents In the same porti
of soll. This Is one of the advants
of the method, since It hns been sk
thnt the molsture contents of a
Ingly uniform soll may VALY a5 muck
4 per cent within an aren of one sguare
rod. Consequently In order to obtaln
consistent record of the change il
water It 18 necessary to deal with thy
same sample of sofl, which ean only | '-|
done by this electrienl method.

The seale of the Instrument s |
ranged on § declmul plan, so that the
various soll propertles can be detes
mined directly upon the scale of th '.
instrument. .

It was observed by Prof. Whitney
that soll areas of the Connectieut ¥
ley were practieally ldentical asire.
gards texture and water content with
certain areas In Florida upon which the!
inest of clgar wrappers nare belng
ralsed from Sumatrn seed. Experie
ments were accordingly made on ong
of the Commecticut areas, using
same seed and methods of cultivation
and curing employed in Florida, with
the most satisfrotory resuits.

Should the more extensive expet
ments now in progress support the e
ller work, as there 18 every rensonio
expect, the pesult will be to Increus
grently the ares adapted to the growth
of the finest quallty of cigar wrappen
known, and there will be raised In thy
country tobaceo now imperted to
amount of $0,000,000 annually. i

THE NEGRO MOSES.

Booker T. Washington's Career from
Blavery Up.

Brooker T, Washington, whose enter-
talnment by the Presldent ereated na-
tion-wide comment, is a fine exanmple
of that much abused term, the self-
made man. He was born at Hall's
Ford, Va., nbout 1858. He was n slave
untll freed by the emancipation proe-
Inmation and never knew who was his
father. He was named Booker Talla-
ferro, probably becpuse there were
many prominent people in the common-
wealth by that name, but the name
Washington he took after he became
free. Asa child be was buffeted about

dinary school branches, but In- 28 &
dustries, each popll selecting the op
for which he Is bested fitted or towand
which be has the geentest inclination

“1 formed a resolution,” Wash ingts
says in one of bis writings, “that’
would try to bulld up a school the
would be of so much service to the
country that the President of b
United States would one day come fs
see It This was a bolgd resolutlon,
for & number of years 1 Kept it hidd
In my own thoughts, not during &
share it with anyone.” This dream wid
realized, and the visit of Presldent Me
Kinley and hiz Gabinet to the school |

Decomber, 1508, 1 the brightest spot |

BOOKER T. WASHINGTON AND PaM i1y

in drudgery and want. As the property
of the Malden family he probably bad
more comfort in the “nigger quarters’
than in the poorbouse to which his
wother took him jn West Virginia.
There as a mere child he worked in
the salt furnaces and then In the miues.
While working In the mines and fur-
‘naces the child had a chance w get a
few months of schooling every year,
but be secured employment with a New
England woman and had ap opportun-
ity to attend night sehool, and then and
at odd thines “between jobs” he worked
and studied until 1871, when Le started
for Hampton School, of which he had
heard much. Out of the $6 a month
which the woman for whom he worked
pald him for his services his savings
were small, and when he reached Rich-
mond on his way to Hampton he had
to go to work to get enough money to
make himself presentable at thg insti-
tution. But he became the stor pmpil
of the place, and was- gradunted with
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